we drove to Buckingham Palace. We saw the return,
several times repeated, of the King and Queen to receive
the applause and shouts of the multitude. We forced
our way into the Savoy for lunch and again later on into
Romano's Gallery for dinner. Here we were comfort-
able, we had air, a little space and the most amazing thing
in the way of a Lord Mayor's Show anyone could conceive.
In the streets below, climbing the lamp-posts, scrambling
over the tops of stationary buses and automobiles, was a
vast crowd. A wild night indeed ! Pent-up masses of
energy expended by shouting, making any sort of noise,
dancing like madmen. There was very little drunken-
ness. I remember lying awake for an hour in the early
daylight, after we had struggled back to our various
abodes, trying to visualise what had happened. Freedom
again, a life without being compressed and cramped by
outside demands. The open field again for the writer.
It was only when one settled down seriously in the days
to follow and tried to breathe once more something of
the old atmosphere, that one realised how terribly difficult
it was going to be to drive all those torturing memories
into the background, to write joyously of love and adven-
ture in a world which for years to come was to be begirt
with a dreary aftermath of horrors, a world which could
never again be the same theatre for the novelist or canvas
for the painter.
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